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He Took the Hint. 


A WELL-KNOWN playwright was dining with a number of gentle- 

men, when one of the company present became obtrusively talkative. 
No hint could stop the offender; he seemed only to be incited to 
increased chatter. At last, when it became evident that either the 
foolish fellow’s gabble must be ended or an adjournment made, the 
dramatist turned to him and asked if he had heard the latest parrot 
story. He said he had not. | 

‘Assure me that you will not think I mean to make any personal 
application, and I will tell it,” said the playwright. 

“Of course I won’t,” was the victim’s innocent response, as he 
settled down eagerly for the story. 

“Well,” began the dramatist, ‘‘a parrot sat upon his perch in one 
corner of the room. A bulldog, a fresh arrival in the household, 
was in another corner. | 

‘«* §-s-seek ’em,’ said the parrot, ‘s-s-seek ’em, Bob!’ | 

“The new dog sprang to his feet and looked for something to | 
seek, but, finding nothing, laid down again. 

“The parrot clambered down from his perch and waddled across | 
to where Bob was lying. 

“«S-s-seek ’em Bob,’ he said again. 

“This time the dog found something to seek. He pounced upon 
the parrot, tore him, shook him, and boxed him about until the 
poor bird was well-nigh dead. 

“When the dog had at last been called off, the poor parrot 
struggled up to his perch, looked about the floor where his beautiful 
feathers lay scattered, scanned himself closely, noted his one | 
remaining tail-feather, and said :— | 

“*T know what’s the matter with me—I talk too much.’ ” | 

The dinner proceeded without further interruption, for the 
Preparatory denial of personal application had fully done its work. | 
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Almost a Tragedy. 


THe curtains were not tightly drawn, and it was with no great 
difficulty that the crowd collected outside was enabled to perceive 
the family group in the front parlour. The husband and father 
was observed to be standing on the table and gesticulating wildly, 
The wife and mother might be seen dancing with a marked degree 
of abandon on the sofa, The baby reclined in a big chair and 
blinked apathetically. 

‘‘Such people ain’t fit to have the care of a child,” authorita- 
tively declared a lady with glasses, who stood very near the house 
and could see plainly. 

‘It’s a shame!” indignantly insisted the stout woman with an 
armful of groceries. 

The husband and father suddenly seized a chair and waved it 
frantically above his head. 

“Ont” 

The lady with the glasses shuddered. The woman with the 
groceries averted her face, as if to save herself the shock of 
witnessing a revolting tragedy. 

“The child ought to be rescued 

The wife and mother upon the instant laid violent hands upon a 
feather duster, and leaping into the air, shook it ostentatiously. 

“This must be stopped. They’re intoxicated, and are going to 
kill that young one.” 

The lady with the glasses was addressing the crowd. The stout 
woman had just time to express a firm belief that the people inside 
were crazy, when some determined men stepped forward and 
knocked at the door, The husand and father responded to the 
summons, 

“We must insist that you cease your murderous demonstrations 
towards yonder child.” 

The husband and father stood speechless and aghast. 

‘‘ We have seen enough to convince us that you either intend to 
kill the babe or scare it out of its wits. In either event, we demand 
that you stop at once or surrender the little one.” 

“ But, gentlemen es 

The husband and father was getting agitated. 

‘‘Nothing was further from our minds than murder or injury of 
any sort.” 

The three determined men looked sceptical. 

«“ What, then, were you doing ?”’ 

‘‘ We were seeing if we could teach the baby to keep still long 
enough to get his photograph taken.” 

Whereat the stout woman and the lady with glasses, who had 
been looking over the shoulders of the determined men, suddenly 
recalled their dear ones at home, and departed swiftly into the 


darkness. 
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Saved by a Patent Medicine. 


“I kNow a man,” he said, earnestly, ‘“ whose life was saved by a 
patent medicine.” 
“Excuse me,” said the auditor, wearily, ‘‘ but it’s bad enough to 
ve to read those things without listening to them. 
But this isn’t any display-type-next-to-reading-matter story. 
It’s a genuine fact. He couldn’t eat anything——” 
“Yes. And then he took Dr. So-and-so’s something-or-other, 
and it toned his digestion up so that he could digest tin-tacks. , 
“No. He couldn’t eat because he hadn’t the price of a mea 
sbout him. But he invented a patent medicine, and got a capitalist 
help him to put it on the market, and now he can eat whenever 
© Wants to.”’ 
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He Laid on the Field. 

Ar some athletic sports held recenty at a country town in 
Pembrokeshire a solitary bookmaker took up his stand. He was 
quite a rara avis to the country folk, who gathered round him 
puzzled at his lingo. Before one of the handicaps, this gentleman 
bawled out— 

‘‘ Evens on the field! I’ll lay evens on the field.” 

At this a bibulous collier came up to him and asked :— 

‘¢ Who'll you lay on the field, mate?” 


‘‘ T’ll lay you,” answered the bookie. 
‘ined dene, mates!’ shouted the collier, and before anyone 


knew what was happening the bookie was knoeked head over heels 
off his box. 
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‘‘ HE says I sing more beautifully than any girl he knows. What 
do you think of that ?”’ 


“T think he should extend his acquaintance.” 


He Returned the Compliment. 


A YOUNG man and a young woman lean over the front gate, 
They are lovers. It is moonlight. He is loth to leave, as the 
parting is the last. He is about to go away. She is reluctant to 
see him depart. They swing on the gate. ‘I'll never forget you,” 
he says, ‘‘and if death should claim me, my last thought will be 


of you.” 
“Ill be true to you,” she sobs. ‘‘I’ll never see anybody else or 


love them as long as I live.’’ 
They part. Six years later he returns. His sweetheart of 
former years has married. They meet at a party. She has 
changed greatly ; between the dances the recognition takes place, 
‘‘Let me see,” she muses, with her fan beating a tattoo on her 
pretty hand, ‘‘ was it you or your brother who was my old sweet. 


heart ?”’ 
‘Really, I don’t know,” he says. ‘ Probably my father.” 
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Business-like. 


StrEET boys are on the make whenever the opportunity offers, 
and they go about it in a business-like way. Not long ago, the 
wind blew off a gentleman’s fine silk hat, and, whirling it aloft, left 
him bareheaded at the corner. 

‘‘Here, boy,” he called to an urchin near by, “ get my hat for 
me.” 

‘‘ What are you offerin’? ”’ inquired the boy. 

‘“‘T want my hat,’ exclaimed the gentleman; “I'll give you a 
penny.” 

‘‘What’s it worth?” the boy inquired. 

‘It’s a new silk one that I just gave a guinea for. I’ll give you 
3d. if you’ll skip out and get it for me.” 

“JT think not,’ replied the boy, turning away. ‘I ain’t in the 
business of furnishin’ gents with guinea silk hats for pennies. Gimme 
10 per cent. on the value for salvage, mister, and away I go. Do I 
get it?” and the boy stood expectant till the gentleman nodded. 
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Catching the Captain. 


THE captain of a certain large sailing vessel is probably the most 
polite officer in the whole mercantile service. He has, however, a 
great idea of his importance, and Joses no opportunity of impressing 
it upon the crew, In particular, he insists upon being addressed as 
“Sir” by everyone on board, One day a new hand joined the ship, 
and a short time after leaving harbour, being a seasoned old salt, he 
was intrusted with the wheel. The captain came up and put the 
usual question :— 

‘* How’s her head 

‘“ Nor’-by-east,”’ answered the old tar, very gruffly. 

‘‘My man,” suavely answered the captain, ‘‘on this craft, when 
one of the crew speaks to me, he gives me a title of respect. Don’t 
you think you might do so, too? Now, how’s her head?” 

‘Nor’-by-east, I tell yer,” shouted the tar, displaying not a little 
irritation. 

“Tm afraid you don’t quite understand me,” responded the 
captain, good-humouredly. ‘‘ Let me relieve you at the wheel, and 
then do you take my place and ask me the question. I will then 
show you how it should be answered.” They accordingly changed 
places. 

‘*’Ow’s her ’ead ?”’ roared the tar. 

‘ Nor’-by-east, sir,” replied the captain, with gentle emphasis on 
the “ sir.”’ 

“Then keep her so, my man, whilst 1 goes forrard and has a 
smoke,” was the startling rejoinder from the old reprobate, who 
calmly commenced to suit the action to the word. 
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For the first time on record the captain lost his temper. 


What’s in a Name ? 


‘Neat and Pray” was the title of a house in New England, of 
which both members were anything but religiously inclined. ‘“ Rob 
and Steal’? was another firm, in which both members were noted 
for their honourable character, quite as much as ‘“ Wright and 
Justice,’ who were their neighbours. ‘U. Ketcham and 
I. Cheatem” is a well-known incongruity; but the marriage of 
Benjamin Bird, aged sixty, to Julia Chaff, aged twenty, showing 
that an “old Bird may be caught by Chaff,”’ is not so familiar, nor 
is the marriage of George Virtue to Susan Vice. 














‘You don’t read novels as much as you used to, Mr. Beverley?” 
‘‘ No, there are so few women in fiction nowadays that are fit to 
associate with.” 





Messrs. Tom SmirTH have sent usa fine case of crackers. Heaven 
bless Messrs. Tom Smith! We are going to keep Christmas this 
year. Thereis no Christmas without Messrs. Tom Smith’s Crackers 
—so the children say. 





DEAR me, and whatever is this crateful of publications? “ Only 
Messrs. Newnes’ Christmas numbers, sir,” replied the office 
microbe. Ah, let us see. Thousandth number of Tit-Bits—very 
good. Quite worth twopence, if only on account of the pretty little 
facsimile of the original No. 1, Vol. I., of Tit-Bits. ‘ Strand’’— 
admirable; lots of articles and all short. Vol. III. of the 
‘“‘Captain ”’—none of the ‘‘old fag’? we used to have in reading 
boys’ papers. “Old Fag” has changé tous cela. “ Wide World 
Magazine’”” — Mr. Fitzgerald, you’re a genius. You've made 
us fond of geography—‘‘a thing which we never was before. 
“Sunday Strand”—improves with every issue. Now for some 
books: “Fitchett’s Fights for the Flag’—for sixpence. If it 
doesn’t sell, ‘‘ Bobs” will blush. Louis Becke’s ‘“‘ Rodman, the Boat 
Steerer’’—charming stories of the Southern Main. John Oliver 
Hobbs’ “‘ Herbmoon ”’—a solemn tale, with lots of humour—? 
boo-ing here. All these for sixpence. Finally, “A Peep ee 
Punch,” by T. Holt Schooling. Yet why should we extol our rival 
Yet Mr. Schooling has fairly tempted us to praise his book—which, 
of course, would be out of place. 


“Country Life” and the “ Ladies’ Field’? have published 
gorgeous Christmas numbers. There has been nothing l5¢ | 
them in journalism. 
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| SAD CASE OF A GENTLEMAN WHO VARNISHED HIS OWN FLOOR. 
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Practical Father.—“ Has that young man who wants to marry 


you any money?” 


Romantic Miss.—‘ Money! 


studded with pearls,” 


Practical Father.—“ Yes, I know. 


Pure Beer Government 
Inquiry; or, What is 
Beer r: or, “‘ Beer, Beer, 
Glorious Beer!” 


Boy :— 


Wuy do we put this arsenic in? 
Come, tell me, Bill; now, why ? 
It isn’t malt, it isn’t hops; 
So when men take their little drops 
It’s arsenic that they buy! 
And arsenic, I have heard, is bad, 
It makes the heart more sad than glad ; 
It drives the poor who drink it mad— 
And sometimes people die! 


BREWER !— 


Hush, hush! The Brewer knows what’s 
what— 
It’s not for you or me 
To teach them how to brew their beer — 
Besides, pure malt is very dear ; 
And so, my boy, you see 





He give 1. e acluster diamond ring 


Has he any money left ?”’ 








When beer is dear and poison’s cheap 

A double harvest Brewers reap— 

And Brewers, bless your heart, are deep 
And cute as they can be! 


Boy :— 
But really, Bill, is this allowed ? 
I’ve very often seen 
That people have a fine to pay 
If, when they’re asked for—butter, say, 
They sell you margarine. 
So, when a man has asked for beer, 
To give him arsenic’s rather queer— 
It seems to me it’s pretty clear 
The Law should intervene, 


BREWER :— 
Good gracious me! Just hold your 
noise, 
Or folks will overhear— 
The Public (who is very slow 
At thinking evil) doesn’t know—- 
But, there, we needn’t fear. 
Suppose they chance to find us out, 
And dare to say this beer we doubt— 
Well, all we’ve got to do is shout :— 
“‘Indeed ! Pray what is beer?” 





ee 
Boy :— 


Why, beer, I thought, was made of malt 
And hops, and water—not 

Of anything we like to take 

A coloured substitute to make— 
And, Bill, I'll tell you what, 

The Public’s sure to rave and scold, 

That’s if the truth is ever told, 

That beer and buyer both are sold | 
That poison’s in the pot ! 


BREWER :— 


Pooh ! Who’s the Public, after all, 
To quarrel with the Trade ? 
Though folks may makea mighty fuss 
They’ll find, my boy, it is by us 
That Britain’s laws are made. 
We’ve held the field for many years ; 
We’ve led the country by the ears ; 
Why, some of us, my boy, are Peers | 
We need not be afraid. 


Boy :— 


But, Bill, suppose the Law should rise 
And say, “ This will not do! 

That beer is pure we mean to see, 

No longer shall the masses be 
Thus poisoned by the few!” 

The Law may say: ‘Your tricks are 

base ! 

Adulteration’s a disgrace 

Well, Bill, I ask, in such a case, 
Pray who will see us through ? 


'? 


BREWER :— 


My boy, you’re young, your talkis wild— 
It really makes me sick. 

Why, we shall stand together then, 

And hold our own like—Englishmen ! 
It’s plucky does the trick. 

The Public for a time will ‘‘ cuss ”»— 

But ’spite a little futile fuss— 

The Law won’t interfere with us! 
So pass the arsenic quick ! 


——— 


——————— 











THE DR. PARKER HOAX. 


Declaration of Mr. “Fun. 


WE feel compelled to state that we 
have not the slightest idea of handing 
over the conduct of this periodical to 
Dr. Parker, of the City Temple, or to 
any other divine, whatsoever. Let the 
Doctor address the denomi-nations, and 
leave the nations alone. The Sun is 
soon to be a Sunday paper, and since 
it will be next to godliness, it will 
resemble Sunlight Soap. What with 
Mr. Jerome’s “Idle Ideas” and Dr. 
Parker’s editorial manifestoes, we shall 
some of us become quite good when 
we read one of the pink ones. 
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ROBBING THE POOR MAN OF HIS BEER. 


(For Cartoon Verses, see page 196.) 
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Big Youth (to Youngster).—‘ Hit a fellow of your own 
size.’”’ 


A Lesson in Courtesy. 

THE uncourteousness of post-office lady clerks in London is pro- 
verbial. Occasionally, however, the fair creature receives a Roland 
for an Oliver. 

An irascible stockbroker entered a certain City office exactly at 
4 o'clock, and, approaching the money-order desk, politely requested 
the presiding genius to issue him an order for 48s. 

** Too late,’’ said the damsel, curtly, pointing with an ink-stained 
finger to the clock. The indignant broker stormed, raved, and finally 
challenged the correctness of the timepiece. The imperturbable 
lady smiled. 

The following afternoon, two minutes before the closing hour, 
the merchant again presented himself and calmly asked: “Am I 
too late?” 

‘‘Only just in time,” replied the damsel, crossly. 

‘Thank you. Now, miss, I must trouble you to issue me 48 orders 
for 1s. each.” 

‘* F-f-forty-eight!’’ gasped the horror-stricken woman—her tea 
had just arrived, and was standing on a table behind the screen— 
“surely you are joking? ”’ 

‘‘Madam,” said the stockbroker, raising his hat politely, ‘courtesy 
begets courtesy.” 











A Dear Girl’s Friends. 


Arter they had kissed each other, and each had duly admired 
the other’s new hat, Amy said :— 

‘*So Dollie is married ? ” 

‘* So I’ve heard,’ returned Fanny. 

‘‘ Nice girl, isn’t she ? ”’ ventured Amy. 

‘“‘ Oh, very !”’ returned Fanny. 

‘‘ T wouldn’t say a word against her for the world.”’ 

‘‘ Neither would I. How do you suppose she ever got him ? ” 

“I’m sure I don’t know; do you? ” 

‘‘ No; I would giveanything to know.” 

‘So would I. It certainly wasn’t her good looks.” 

“Ohno!” 

‘‘ Nor her cleverness.” 

‘‘ The idea is absurd.” 

“T can’t understand it at all. They say that he had to be 
dragged to the church.” 

‘‘T shouldn’t wonder. Dolly wouldn’t be everybody’s fancy.” 

‘“ Rather not. Still, Iam glad she has caughtsomeone. She js 
a dear girl, and it would be cruel to say anything against her.” 

‘‘ Indeed, it would. I wouldn’t do it for the world.” 

“ Neither would I.” 





Equal to the Emergency. 


Tu1s story is told of a well-known gentleman of simple tastes, 
some of which are not shared by his wife. He likes to do things 
that he used to do when he was a happy boy in his rural home. 

One day, according to his own account of the matter, he was 
sitting at the back of his house shelling a big barrel of peas. It 
was the servant’s work, of course, but he was doing it for pleasure, 
and in his gardening clothes. His wife, meanwhile, was entertain- 
ing some stylish callers. Suddenly he heard one of the ladies 
say :— 

‘ Oh, I must see your pretty garden. I have heard so much 
about it.” ' 

The next instant a window was opened, and out popped two pretty 
bonnets. The master of the house wasina strait. His wife would 
be terribly mortified, he knew, if he were discovered. With great 
self-possession he turned his head away and continued his work. 
His wife was not a bit behind him in quickness of resource. 

‘‘ Patrick,’ said she, ‘* you mustn’t forget to mow the grass before 
Mr.—— comes home.”’ 

‘‘Yis, ma’am,” answered the pea-sheller, with his best brogue; 
and the crisis was safely passed. 








Worked Both Ways. 


THE patron was angry, but th proprietor of th restaurant was 
calm and not the least perturbed. 

‘‘T say,” said the patron, ‘‘ you have some deucedly unmannerly 
people who come here, or else they’re not used to dress suits. 

‘* What’s the matter now ?” asked the proprietor. 

‘I’ve just been taken for a waiter for the third time this even- 
ing, and I don’t like it.” 

‘Neither do I,” returned the proprietor promptly, ‘and, further- 
more, I won’t have it. Why, it will ruin the place.” 











In view of Cattle Show week, the Tivoli Variety Theatre will 
present a specially attractive programme, including (amongst 
others) Mlle. Marguerite Cornille, Miss Minnie Palmer as “ Rose 
Pompon,” Miss Cissy Fitzgerald (‘‘The Girl with the Wink”), 
G. H. Chirgwin (the white-eyed Kaffir), Harry Randall, Gus Elen, 
Miss Ray Wallace (a newcomer, who has made an instantaneous 
success in her marvellous vocal imitations of Julie Mackay, Vesta 
Victoria, Marie Lloyd, Cliff Ryland, Pat Rafferty, and others). 





Wisely Won. 


‘THEN you accept me, Ethelinda? Oh, what happiness!” 

‘Yes, but you must see father and mother, George.” __ ° 

‘As regards your father and mother, Ethelinda,” said George, 
who had been frequently snubbed by both during his courtship— 
‘as regards your father and mother,” and he curled his lip and threw 
out his chest.—— , 

“Speak low, George,” she said; “I think they are bot 
listening.”’ 

‘‘ As regards your father and mother,” continued the wily att 
raising his voice, “‘I think your father is one of the most gentle- 
manly men I ever met; and as for your mother, she is one of 
loveliest of women. I am not surprised that you are so good, § 
beautiful, so sweet, when I remember you are the offspring of SUC 
& pair.” : 

“George,”’ said the father, bustling into the room, “ she 1s 
yours.”’ 

‘“‘ And you have our blessing,” said the mother. sia 

And George, as he adjusted his collar, thought to himself that 
ounce of timely compliment is worth a pound of argument. 
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Jobson.—" I have a claim against the 
Government. What lawyer would you 
advise me bo retain ? 

Friend.—“ It doesn’t matter whom 
you select, so long as he’s young.” 











a 


A DEVOTED wife is perfectly sincere 
when she wishes she could suffer instead 
of her husband, for she knows that when 
he is sick, she will have to go through a 
great deal more than if she were ill 


herself. 








He—‘Oh, yes. I have heard him 
sing. I admire him very much,” 


She.—‘ Really, you don’t mean it ?"’ 
Hew“ It isn’t his singing I admire ; 
it’s his nerve.”’ 





Mrs. Gadd.—“‘ That new minister 
ain’t much on visitin’, is he?’”’ 


Mrs. Gabb.—* No, I guess maybe his 
wife is a purty good cook herself.”’ 











ScenE: Grocer’s Shop. 

Boy.—‘* My faither says you’ve to send 
twelve dozen bottles of beer up to the 
house at once.” 


Grocer.—‘*‘ What on earth is he going 
to do with twelve dozen?”’ * 


Boy.—‘ I think he is going to make a 
cork frame, and he wants the corks.” 











Doctor.—* You are fagged out; you 
must give up all head-work.’’ 


Patient.—* Why, that spells ruin! 
I'm a hairdresser ! ”’ 





Editor's Wife.—‘ Who wrote this 
beautiful article on ‘How to Manage a 
Wife?’ ”’ 

Editor —« Young Quiller.”’ 

Editor’s Wife-—“ Why, I didn’t know 
he was married.” 

Editor.—* He isn’t.” 
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All on One Side. 


oon is a talk with a newly-arrived actress through the tele- 
P me. All particulars guaranteed. 
me 
Pai. ever so much ”—with a delightful little laugh—“ I think 
| 66 people are so kind and appreciative, you know.” 
b Bi: depends. Of course, my stay in America will be regulated 
v3 Y Manager ; but as for myself, I could live here for ever.” 
kia » 9 ” 
\ faahie hey are simply beautiful. Our English theatres are so old- 
mue oned, and the decorations dull and uninviting. There’s so 
8 more life and sparkle in the American theatre, that one is 
nthused at once,” 
—?” 
Much more. But they are kind in their criticisms. I just felt 


ike ery; ; 
nat tinee last night when they called me before the curtain the 
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“Tf I don’t get Intervention I’m—I’m 


| 
| 
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THE OLD MAN OF THE ZEE. 


a Dutchman.”’ 


who, while rough in their ways, are sincere in their praise. Oh, 
yes, I would be just perfectly delighted.” 
66 9 99 





‘‘Not after we were three days out, but during the first 48 hours 
I never left my berth. It’s an awfully nasty sensation, isn’t it?” 

To this can be added an interview with the same actress when 
she returns to England. It can be put in a very few words, and 
ought to run something like this :— 


4s . net 
“ Yes, arrived yesterday. Thanks. Had an awfully jolly time.” 


“ce ? ” 
‘Oh, they’re a rude lot. 
to be fashionable, they mus 


“cc ae aac iat ? 9 








They like blood-curdling drama; but, 
t come to see all the foreign stars.” 





That’s the only good 


(Laughing) ‘‘ Money seems no object. 
point in American audiences their willingness to part with their 
cash.” 


She.— Do you always acknowledge it when you know you're 


te I , Sept PA 
Ue At . 7 7 7 - a - or * 9? 
‘ave | , ‘léve so. I am sure I shall like the West. From all that I wrong ? - ’ _ le know it.” 
heard they are a rugged, whole-souled sort of people out there He.—‘* No—only when other people know lt. 
ees 
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‘Where's your gun, Vicar?” 
‘Thanks, I sometimes prefer to leave my minor canon at home.” 








Open Confession, Etc. ‘ 


Criient and counsel were closeted together; it was a case of 
murder. 

* Jenkins,” said the barrister, ‘of course, I know you didn’t 
murder the man; but, asa matter of fact, did you do it with the 
butt end of a revolver or with a stick?” 

‘* Sir,”’ said Jenkins, ‘‘ I swear I am-innocent.” 

“IT know that perfectly well, but you must tell me. For if you 
did it with the revolver I shall say to the prosecution, ‘ Produce the 
stick!’ and if you did it with the stick I shall say, ‘ Produce the 
revolver.’”’ 

The client paused, and scratched his head meditatively, 

‘‘ It was the butt end of the revolver, sir.’’ 

“That’s right!’’ said counsel. ‘‘I think I can get you off now.” 

And he did. 





—— 


The Manager’s Complaint. 


In a well-known bank in Edinburgh the clerks are Presided oye, 
by a rather impetuous manager, whose violent fits of temper very 
often dominate his reason. For instance, the other day he wag 
wiring into one of them about his bad work. 

‘‘Look here, Quills,’ he thundered, “this won’t do! These 
figures are a perfect disgrace toaclerk! I could get an office-boy 
to make better figures than those, and I tell you I won’t haye it! 
Now, look at that five. It looks just like a three. What do you 
mean, sir, by making such beastly figures? Explain!” 

‘*T—er—I beg pardon, sir,” suggested the trembling clerk, his 
heart fluttering terribly; ‘‘but—er—well, you see, sir, it is , 
three.” 

‘A three?” roared the manager. “ Why, you idiot, it looks just 
like a five!” 

And then the subject was dropped for an indefinite period, 





ONE OF THE Two WiLL Go.—“ If Grub pays me what he owes 
me, I shall go on the Continent this autumn.”’ 

‘‘ And if Grub doesn’t pay you what he owes you?”’ 

“ Well, it will probably be Grub who will go there.”’ 


Lady Doctor.—* I have accepted Mr. Million, mamma,” 

Mamma.— But I thought you didn’t care for him?” 

Lady Doctor.—“ Neither do I; but I took a snap-shot at his 
lungs, and he can’t possibly live more than five or six months,” 


Mrs. Fashina (dressed for the opera).—‘* Am I quite perfect now, 


Musette ?”’ 
“Ah, pairfect—pairfect, madame! Even your husband val 


admire you to-night, madame! ” 


“ BRIDGET, you’ve broken as much china this month as your 
wages amount to. Now, how can we prevent this occurring 
again ?” 

‘Oi don’t know, mum, unless yez raises me wages.” 


SomeTHING WronG.—Master (rings for his valet).—‘ Look here, 
Joseph, you have brought me two boots belonging to the same 
foot.” 

Joseph (exit, and soon returns with an air of utter bewilderment), 
—‘ Please, sir, it’s not my fault; the other pair is just the same. 


As To AcE.—Miss Anne Teek.—‘I consider my mother quite a 
remarkable woman.” 

Miss Pepprey.—‘‘ Oh! Is your mother living? ” 

Miss Anne Teek.—* Certainly.” 

Miss Pepprey.—* Ah! She must be a remarkable old lady.” 











A FHAST OF “FUN.” 





NOW READY. 


“FUN” ALMANAC. 


PRICE TWOPENCE. 








Pictures by the Best Artists. 





Wit and Humour by the Best Writers 












































seen 













E'UN .—prcempe 





il I ul Mul) Wh), Wy, 
hj} 











cxrry, 


Rather Inconsistent. 


write said the sensational clergyman. 
to all the city editors and ask them to send representatives 


«aly dear,” “T want you to 


to the church on Sunday to report my sermon.” 
Poi ery well,” replied his wife, who was also his secretary, 
or U propose to preach about ?”’ 
will strongly urge the abolition of all Sunday labour.” 


‘¢ what 











AT THE BAaLt.—Sweet Seventeen (to her partner): “So sorry I 


Ted on your toe, Mr. Briggs.” 
yout oe (excessively polite): ‘Not at all. Not at all, I assure 
you! Pardon me for aving a toe.” 








— 
OTlCE.— The Editor will not be answerable for any contribut 
unless accompamed 






cons, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in, No comtributions can be returned 
by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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UR next number will be published and 
produced under entirely new auspices. 
Indeed, it will not know itself. ‘“Fun”’ 

will be a new paper, full of the best drawing 

and the finest wit to be had at any price in 

Great Britain to-day. All rights in our 

excellent title have been purchased by Messrs. 

GrorcE NewyeEs, Lrp., a firm which possesses 

a world-wide reputation for the very best of 

every kind of periodical literature. We do 

not want to dilate further upon the prospect, 
but we simply say to our readers, look out 
and see you get hold of your copy as usual 
next week. ‘There will be a great demand at 

all the bookstalls and stationers, so that u 

special order should be given. ‘I'he pen work 

is so extremely fine in the new 1901 series 


that artists and those who study art will 


certainly preserve a complete file of the 
numbers for future reference. See, then, that 


you make sure of your file ! 
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A SAD TALE OF BOOTS. 





They All Do It. 


Tie wanderer had returned 
after many years, and was in 
quiring about his old friends. 

“ Tomkins,’ he said, “is in the 
wholesale clothing business, I 
believe ? ” 

‘* Wholesale clothing and 

bieveles,”’ corrected the native. 
“The firm carries a special line of 
bicycles, you know,”’ 

‘“And Yabsley has a grocer’s 
shop, I am told ? ” 

“Yes. Full line of grocers 
and Runaway bicycles. He’s the 
agent for the Runaway wheel.” 

‘‘Stone went into the manufacturing business, 
didn’t he ?” 

“Oh, yes. He got interested in a sewing 
machine manufactory, and a little later they took 
up bicycles, and are doing a rushing business. 
I understand they have a capacity of over a 
hundred bikes a day.” 

‘‘ And what's White doing ? ” 

‘* He's the agent for a famous gunmaker, and is 
doing well. Sells all kinds of guns, pistols, and 
bicycles.” 

‘“ And Johnson?” 

‘“‘Oh, he’s a manufacturing jeweller, and he 
turns out a mighty good cycle too.” 

‘‘ Billings, I suppose, is still in the furniture 
business ?”’ 

‘Yes, but I understand that he turns out a 
better bicycle than he does a suite of furniture.”’ 

The returned traveller began to betray some surprise. 


Amusements on the Railway. 
SOME HUMOURS OF TRAVELLING, 


THE monotony of a railway journey is frequently relieved bya 
little, unexpected amusement, sometimes provided by the passengerg 
themselves, and occasionally by the railway company’s officials. 

A booking clerk at an Essex station had a diverting experience 
recently while collecting tickets. He was standing at the bottom 
of a staircase leading across the railway, holding out his hand, as jg 
usual, for the tickets, when a young lady, alighting from the train 
noticing this, seized the proffered hand, and shook it, at the same 
time kissing the bewildered clerk. She thought it was her brother. 

Speaking of kissing reminds us of another somewhat similay 
experience which lately befell a lady passenger. She was stepping 
from the carriage when a gentleman, who was meeting his future 
bride, caught her in his arms and imprinted a loving kiss on her 
cheek. Imagine his surprise, however, when he found that he had 
kissed the wrong lady. 

Ample apologies were offered and good-naturedly accepted, and 
then the erring one began to look for his own true love, who 
happened to be coming along the platform. When he met her, 
though, his other experience had confused him to such an extent 
that he actually forgct to salute her with a kiss until her upturned 
face reminded him of his duty. Then he saluted as lovers are 
wont to do, and as it thus ended happily the amused spectators were 
satisfied. 


Two tobacconists occupied shops immediately 
opposite each other in a busy street in South 
London. Of course, keen rivalry sprang up. First 
of all, both tradesmen slightly lowered the price 
of tobacco and smokers’ “sundries”; then they 
lowered everything all round, until they found 
that while it might be magnificent, it was not 
business. Thereupon one of these tobacconists 
actually put in his window the following <read- 
fully libellous notice: ‘‘ Don’t buy the toacco 
sold by over the way. It is the very worst in 
the world; buy only mine, sold not by a thief and 
a swindler, but by an honest man.”’ 

Now, what did the other tradesman do under 
these distressing circumstances? He di? not 

communicate with the police 
immediately—though he after- 
wards did. He simply responded 
to the insult by putting this 
notice in his window: “ Don’t 
come in here; I sell the worst 
tobacco in the world. If you 
don’t believe me, just step inside 
and see for yourself.” 

The effect of this was amazing. 
Crowds gathered round the 
window, each man daring his 
neighbour to go inside; and 
the unexpected result was that 
the insulted man’s trade re- 
vived, while his rival across the 
road was compelled to remove 
into another street—and, more 
interesting still, he was mulcted 

also in £200 
damages for 


‘‘Is—is Wilson still in the livery business?’’ he asked, with some hesitation. libel 


‘Certainly, but he devotes most of his time to the little bicycle repair shop 


in the rear of his stable.” 


“ Ah, there goes old Bone, the sexton. The old fellow is——” 


‘Oh, he’s agent for an automatic pump for inflating tires.” 


‘“‘Is there anyone who isn’t in the bicycle business?” asked the returned 


traveller, sadly. 
**T can't think of anyone just now,” replied the native. 


INNUMERABLE instances might be quoted of the ingenious tricks resorted to 
by showmen and tradesmen, in order to bring about the discomfiture of a com- 
petitor for public favour. A year or two ago, a couple of rival travelling shows 
took up their quarters in a suburb of Yarmouth; and in a few days the proprietor 
of one of these booths found that his rival was drawing far more people than he 
was. What did he do? He put up a sign, “ This way for the ‘Egress,’ to be 


visited only when you have seen the other parts of the show.” 


Of course this aroused curiosity. ‘‘ What’s an Egress?” asked everybody ; 
**let’s go and see it.” They did, and were not a little surprised to find them- 
selves in a few moments outside the show. In this way the proprietor 
completely took away his rival’s businegs, the simple-minded townsfolk fully 


appreciating the joke. 
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A Commercial Traveller’s Instructions. “ 


London, E.C., 1st June, 1896, 





ur, Joseph Exnrtein, ‘oaived your lett h 
ar Sin,—Ve hal rece your ietter von the 30th mit e 
Bye vant is orders. Ve haf big families to make exbenzes. mam seen 
ve fint in your expenze agount 5s. 6d. for pilliards. Blease don’t buy no more 
illiards; vat ve vant 1s orders. Also ve see £1 8s. for a horse und gig. Vere is 
de horse, und vat did you did mit the gig? De rest von your expenze agount 
ig nothing but bed. Vy is 16 you don’t ride more in de night times? ° 
Vesend you to-day two boxes zigars » One costed 9s., de oder 3s. 6d Yo 
can schmoke de nine chilling box, und gif de oders to your gustomers Ve did 
sended you also samples of a necktie vot costed us 30s. a groes. Sell then 
33s, a dozen; if you can’t get 33s., dake 12s. Vat ve vant is orders. Dey is : 
novelty, as ve haf dem in stock two years—and ain’t sold none. Say hs Gakiein 
haf been redoosed von agount of de great demand. : isin 
Also Louis says you shoult stop at Edinburgh, 
vere his gousin, Max Blum, lifts. Louis says vat 
you shoult sell Blum a good bill. Dry him first 
on dose 33s. neckties. Git goot brices—he is 
Louis’ gousin. Sell him mostly for gash. Tell 
him ve vant orders. Also Louis says vat you 
can leave Birmingham at 11-40 in de night, und 
git by Edinburgh at 4-35 in de morning. Do 
dis—and you von’t neet no bed. Und remember, 
Mr. Ernstein, vat ve vant is orders.—Yours truly, 
PINSKY AND Co. 








A Cheap Wedding. 


AMERICAN brides, of 
course, are nothing if not 
of the go-ahead type 
Several recent ones have 
more than realised the ex- 
penses of the honeymoon 
trip by throwing from the 
departing cab circulars, 
cards, and  tradesmen’s 
amples, such being eagerly 
scrambled for by the 





Keep de exbenses down. 





At a Fire Insurance Office. 


“Vet, vell,”’ said Moses. “ Vell, vell, you are mI 
sharp, pon my vord you are.”’ admiring throng. Sugar 
“But you’re a sharper, ain’t you, Mr. Moses ? ”’ lozenges, each bearing a 
trade announcement, were 


disseminated by one newly- 
married couple immedi- 
ately before the vehicle 
nse, hye drove away, sweet re- 

— 2, minders of where to make 
your next purchase. 


said the managing clerk. 

“T don’t know so much about that, but never 
mind; this policy’s all ri’ now, you say ?” 

“ Quite right, Mr. Moses.”’ 

“Vell, vell! Now tell me, young man, if my 
varehouse catches fire next : 



















, =f ¢ 
as oh commie oak Twelve ‘T'ransatlaxtics 
know—but if my varehouse maids attended a fair | 
; bride, whose hair was dressed la 


mode for the event by a fashionable 
coiffure artist. To exhibit the 
latter’s skill more efficiently, the 
bevy of bridesmaids—whose hair was 
of all shades, from pale gold to jetty 
black, Titian red being also repre- 
sented—wore coiffures of various 
styles, and, contrary to custom, 
walked bare-headed up the aisle. 

As this display of feminine glory 
had been previously and extensively 
published, there was more than the 
customary collection of curious sight- 
seers, and the hairdresser secured an 
advertisement that had the merit of 
originality even for very original 
America. 


catches fire next week, vat = 
shall I get?” I, 7 
“Seven years! ”’ 





She—“I wonder why 
they hung that picture ?” 

He.— Perhaps they 
couldn’t catch the artist.” 

























Louise. —‘‘The Bishop 


looked rath idn’ » SVT 
ser rather cross, didn’t ASA 
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Isabel.—‘“* Well, no |! 
wonder; every one of the || 
bridesmaids had on bigger 
sleeves than he had.” 
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“Comr, dear, kiss my cheek and 
make it up,” she said, forgivingly. 

‘I'll kiss it,” he answered, ‘“ but 
I don’t think it wants any more 
making up.” 











—_————— 


His Unreasonable Wife. 


THE coffee was weak, the bread underdone, and the fowl tough, or at least 
he said so. His wife’s long patience gave way. 

“John Henry,” said she, “ I’ve tried faithfully to cook to suit you or twelvef 
long years. No one in the town has better-cooked food, yet you are always 
finding fault. Why can’t you praise me once in @ while, I’d like to know? 


He looked up in astonishment. F 
“ Well, if you ain’t the most unreasonable woman I ever saw,” he ejacu- 


i i ; to a meal and 

d. ‘Why, many and many is the time I’ve sat down 
ae said a von eet it. Anybody would know there wasn t any fault to 
be found, or I’d ’a’ found it, and yet you want a better compliment than 
that ! That’s just like a woman—they can’t tell a compliment when they 


99? 


get one! 
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Rumours of Income-Tax Returns. 


By a Tax SuRVEY CLERK. 


Tue filling-up of the well-known straw-coloured schedule that calls 
upon the patriotic Briton for a full and complete statement of his 
income often proves a serious undertaking. Some persons, indeed, 
give up wrestling with the problem and return the form blank. 
Others wax humorous over the task—usually those whose income 
happily—or, rather, unhappily—brings them within the scope of 
exemption. 

One person, on receiving the regulation four-page form, with its 
numerous paragraphs, sections, and divisions, returned it with the 
the words written across in red ink, ‘‘ Life is too short to study and 
answer all these questions.” As an indication to his income, 
another wag attached to his return a newspaper cutting containing 
the report of his examination in the Bankruptcy Court, adding the 
remark, ‘‘ Comment is needless.”’ 

Somewhat ingenious is the plea offered by a chemist as a reason 
for claiming exemption. He states that his income is £340 a year, 
but as he has to support a married son as well as a married 
daughter, his earnings represent tbe income of three distinct 
families, and, therefore, he should not be called upon to pay income- 
tax. 

Foreigners who take refuge within our hospitable shores occa- 
sionally provide income-tax officials with diversion. Many of these 
aliens think ita terrible hardship to be required to help support the 
country that is affording them a living. A German, on being asked 
to state the amount of his profits per annum, replied that he never 
answered impertinent questions. 


Another Teuton who had gone abroad but had had an income-tax 
schedule forwarded to him from his last address in this country, 
returned the paper with a huge drawing upon it, in blue chalk, of a 
man’s head having a thumb and outstretched fingers at the nose, 
after the m&nner of rude little boys. 














Breaking the Bank. 

THE shrewdness and loquacity of market women are proverbial ; 
and the following anecdote, in Mr. Doran’s book on ‘“ Table Traits,” 
bears witness to the justice of their reputation :— 

A member of the sisterhood, in Bristol, had a £10 Bank of England 
note, and wished to exchange it for gold, which was then at a high 


premium. Accordingly she entered a bink and made known her 
request, to be met with instant refusal. 


The quick-witted woman, without exhibiting any disappointment, 
thereupon asked the cashier to let her have ten of the bank’s £1 
notes in exchange for her Bank-of-Englander. The exchange being 
completed, the old woman, taking up one of the provincial notes, 
read aloud the promise engraved upon it to pay the bearer in cash. 


“Very good,”’ said she, with a chuckle, ‘‘now gi’ me goold for 
your note, or I’ll run to the door and call out, ‘ Bank’s broke!’’ 

There was no resisting this appeal, and the market woman 
departed in triumph. 
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HERO WORSHIP. wreses 
Gentle Voice from Grand Stand.—* Might I have a lock of your 


hair as it is?” The Man Who Shaved Him. 


WHEN the famous archeologist came into the club the other 
afternoon his erudite countenance was ornamented at several points 
with sticking-plaster, and there was a general inquiry among his 
friends as to what w-s the matter. 


‘‘ Razor,” said the professor, briefly. 

‘Good gracious! Where did you get shaved?” asked one of the 
younger members sympathetically. 

‘‘ It’s a strange thing,” said the man of learning. ‘‘ I was shaved 
this morning by a man who really is, I suppose, a little above the 
ordinary barber. I know of my own k.owledge that he took a 
double First Class at Oxford; that he studied in Heidelberg after- 











Sporting Waiters. 


Asour two months ago the state of affairs at a certain London 
restaurant was simply deplorable. All the waiters and the whole of 
the staff in the kitchen were in the habit of backing horses, and 
neglecting their business. The proprietor dismissed all his employés 
and engaged a fresh batch ; and the first question he asked of each 
new man was:— 


** Do you back horses? "’ ° 





Inevery instance the answer given to his query was in the nega- 
tive. 

Two days afterwards the proprietor went into his restaurant at 
lunch-time and espied a man with nothing in front of him. The 
customer complain that he had been waiting ten minutes for some 
calf’s head, whereupon the proprietor tore across the room, pulled 
the whistle out of the pipe, and yelled up :— 

* Calf’s head one!” 

And back came the answer, very suddenly :— 

“‘Goced Gracious! What's second and third ?”’ 


_ 





wards, and spent several years in other foreign educational —. 
I know, also of my own knowledge, that he has contributed scientic 
articles to our best magazines, and has numbered among his 
intimate friends men of the highest social and scientific standing 
in Europe and America. And yet,” soliloquised the savant, “2° 
can’t shave a man decently.”’ 


“By Jove!” exclaimed the young member, in astonishment. 
‘‘ What is he a barber for, with all those accomplishments ? 

“Oh, he isn’t a barber!” said the bookworm, yawning. 
see, I shaved myself this morning.”’ 


“You 
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More Advice. 


“I’p like to speak to you a minute,” he said, as he met a 
policeman at the corner of the street near the town hall the other 


evening. 

“All right. What is it?” 

“About six months ago [ met you down by this street one 
afternoon.” 

“ Well?” ss 

‘‘T was after a marriage licence, and asked you were to go. 

“Yes.” : 

‘When you found I was going to be married, ypu laid your hand 
on my shoulder in a fatherly way,and said : ‘ Young man, pause and 
reflect.’ Do you remember ?” 

‘Yes, I think I do.” 

‘*Well, your words struck home. I paused and reflected. I did 
not get a licence.”’ 

“No!” 

‘‘ And I didn’t get married.” 


“ You didn’t, eh? Well, Iam glad if advice of mine prevented 
you from taking a step which you might ever thereafter regret. Do 
you want any more advice?” 

“‘ Well, yes. The girl sued me for breach of promise and got a 
verdict of £500, and cleared me out of my last cent. and all I can 
earn for the next five years to come. Mebbe you want to lay your 
fatherly hand on my shoulder and give me some more wisdom.” 

“ Young man,” said the officer, as he slid his fingers along up 
pis coat-sleeve until they rested on his collar, ‘* you move on.” 





— a — ~ ——— COO 








Merchant Tailor—“ I am sorry to say it, Mr. Goodheart, but as 
this is to be your wedding suit, I must demand cash on delivery,” 
Mr. Goodheart.—“* Eh? Why, I’ve had an account with you 
for years, and I’ve always paid promptly to the hour, the very 


hour, sir.”’ 
“Yes, Mr. Goodheart, but you were a bachelor, and had the 


handling of your own money.” 











For THE GoopD oF THE COMMUNITY.— 
‘* Yes, sir, our town has turned out some 
great men in its day.” 

‘* Indeed |” 

‘* Yes, sir, it turned me out.’’ 


“ Poor Jack! He never could spell, 
and it ruined him.” 

“How?” 

‘He wrote a verse to an heiress he 
was in love with, and he wrote ‘ boney ’ 
for ‘bonny.’ ” 


ns 


AN Unralitinc Soporiric. — Hus- 
band (to his wife, who is going off on a 
journey): ‘‘ And then, Emily, be so good 
as to send me a curtain lecture from 
.time to time. I shall hardly manage to 
get to sleep without, you know.”’ 


Very LisERAL.—*So you wish to 
marry my daughter ?”’ 

‘* Yos, sir.”’ 

‘* Well, now, tell me, what can you 
promise her?” 

‘‘ Oh, she shall have her share of her 
income, I assure you.” 


























“Ts Mrs. Harkins at home?” asked 
the caller. 

“Physically, madam,” returned the 
educated butler, “she is. As an 
abstract question the fact cannot be 
denied; but in relation to your desire 
to see her, I cannot say definitely until I 
have ascertained Mrs. Harkins’s wishes 
in the matter. Pray be seated until I 
have received advices from above.” 





Mark Twatn, lecturing on the Fiji Islands, offered to show how 
the cannibals ate their food if any lady would lend him a baby. 


New Photographer.— Photograph, sir? ” 
Customer.—‘* Yes, please,” 
New Photographer.— Inside or outside, sir?” 


“WELL,” said a weary husband to his nagging spouse, ‘ do just 
as you like,” 
“I sha’n’t do anything of the kind, so there! ”’ 


‘ cae Maria! Was that phonograph open during a cat 
ght 7 

“No. I turned it on last night when you were sleeping. Perhaps 
you' will believe now that you snore.” 


PORTRAIT OF THE DOWAGER EMPRESS OF 
CHINA, DRAWN FROM A DISTANCE OF THREE 
MILES By ‘*“‘ Fun’s’’ OWN SPECIAL ARTIST. 


A WELL-KNOWN Dublin journalist tells 
the following anecdote :— 

One night as a messenger from the 
office of an evening paper was passing 
along the quays on the banks of the 
Liffey, he heard the sound of someone 
struggling in the water. 

“Are you drowning? ’’ he shouted. 

‘IT am,” replied a feeble voice from 
the water. 

“‘ What a pity said the lad consolingly. 
“You are just too late for the last 
edition to-night: but cheer up, you'll 
have a nice little paragraph all to your- 
self in the morning! ”’ 


Not MucH or A COMPLIMENT.— 
Gent.—“ Allow me to show you my 
latest photograph.”’ 

Young Lady.—* Ah! how nice you 
look in the picture.”’ 


Husband.—* You’re not economical.” 

Wife.—** Well, if you don’t call a 
woman economical who saves her 
wedding dress for a possible second 
marriage, I’d like to know what you 
think economy is!” 


Adelaide.—‘‘ My heart is broken and 
my life is blighted. I shall never be 
happy again.”’ 

Mary.— Why ?”’ 

Adelaide.—-“ I wanted to reform the 
man I married by my influence, and 
George hasn’t any bad habits.” 














Joys or Inrancy.—Mrs. Dash.—“ What did you get baby fora 
birthday present ?’”’ 

Mrs. Rash.—*I took £2 out of the little darling’s bank and 
bought him this lovely dining-table lamp.” 


A TRUE PropHet.—Aubrey.—“I say, old chap, I suppose you 
can’t lend me a fiver? ’”’ 

Plantagenet.—‘‘ No, my dear boy; but a man with your capacity 
3 — the right thing ought to be able to win a fortune on 
the turf.” 


First Amateur.—“ There is such a difficult scene in the second 
act.”’ 

Second Amateur.—“ What is it ?”’ 1 

First Amateur—“The hero tells me that he never loved unti 
he met me, and I have to look as if I believed him.” 
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Erc.—Radbourn.— 


OR RULE, 
4 it is always better to 


“ r fellow, 
My sy bottom of the ladder.” 


inat 6 
aa _—‘* Nonsense. How about 
when you are escaping from a fire ? ” 





id.—* That barber has shaved me 
for two years, and I don’t believe I have 
spoken a dozen words to him.” 

Mack.—* How is that ? ”’ 

Wyld.— He has never given me a 


chance.” 


Wy 





Author (who has dropped into the theatre 
before the performance).—* What are you 
doing opening all those doors ?” 

Attendant.—‘‘ The manager told me 
that your piece was to be played to-night, 
and he wanted all the exit door open in 


case of & panic.” 








“ §o you have written a novel ? ”’ 

“ Yes,” | 

“ Has your heroine satin skin, velvet | 
‘eyelashes, and hair like threads of spun | 
gold ?” 

oh 

“Ts her name Gwendoline ? ” 

“Tt is.” 

“Then I don’t see why it shouldn’t be 


& success.” 








A ST0CKBROKER, having experienced 
some severe reverses which caused his 
a vey some time after by 

nd, who asked hi 
ml im how he was 

“Pretty well,” said the brok 
am on my legs again.’ cael 

ag already?” 

“Yes ; I have been obliged to sell m 
<r and horses, a must fa 








She.—‘‘ I suppose when the ball is in the scrimmage it is what the umpire 
calls ‘not out’?” 


at 








Sie 
oo 


Herd Blinkers so easily win Miss Goldmore’s heart ? ”’ 
er eighteen roses on her twenty-seventh birthday.” 





‘a S4Y, lend me 10s. for about a week.” 
: That haven’t got but five.” 
at'll do—lend me the five for two weeks.” 





Lott,—« : 
mtn.” never loses anything by keeping his engagements 
Po og Except half-an-hour’s time waiting for the other 





Nartow & 
dea]? ..:) -JSCAPE.—‘‘T wouldn’t go through*that again for a good 
il,” said the pugilist, with a chadder: iano ’ 


“Wo ned Was it, a railway accident ?” = 
| - Iwas matched for a fight, and the;managers on both 


sideg 
for hay pretty near forgetting to notify the, authorities in time 
© prevent it coming off.” 





iia 
With - VANDERCHUMP came down to the club the other night 
boys he aa | Problem weighing on his mind. Coming up to the 


rT; I . 
xp Tstand on my head the blood all rushes to my head, doesn’t 


N 

“ Non’, Yentured to contradict him. 

why ri he continued, triumphantly, ‘“‘ when I stand on my feet, 

"Boon the blood all rush into my feet?” 

empty,” use,” replied Hostetter McGinnis, “your feet are not 
aaa 

joke, Poys all laughed, but Vanderchump said he didn’t see any 








IT is often the case that when a man asks for advice, what he 
really wants is for you to guess his opinion and tell it to him, 





«“ My friends were right about John,” sighed the young wife. 
‘They said that after I married him I should find him out, 8o I 


do—out every night.” 
Cabby.—“ Hev a cab, sir?” 
Passenger.—‘* Awfully good of you, old man; but I’ve really no- 


where to put it.” 
Cabby growls unprintably, and the episode is closed. 





Prospective Traveller.— I suppose your trains have first-class 
accommodation? I don’t mind telling you that this is to be my 
wedding trip, and this why 1 am so particular.” 

Ticket Clerk.— Bless you, young man, our line was built 
expressly for wedding trips. We have a tunnel every four miles.” 





Visitor.— How beautifully still the children sit while you talk 


to them!” 

Sunday-School Teacher.— Yes, I’ve got them pretty well 
trained. I told them at the start that every time I caught a boy 
moving in his seat while I was making a speech I would take ten 


minutes longer.” 





Mother (at a party).—‘* Why did you allow young Saphead to 


kiss you in the conservatory ? , 


Daughter.—* Why, ma!” 
Motier.—‘“t Oh, you needn’t ‘ why, ma’ me. 


is powdered and one side of yours isn’t, 


One side of his nose 
and the people have 


noticed it.”’ 





Dae 
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Sarcastic Sportsman (to Greenhorn).—“ Would you mind missing 
before we shoot in order to give the birds confidence ? ” 








She was Sentimental. 


“You keep rings here, don’t you? he asked at a Regent Streot 
jewellery shop. 

“Certainly,” replied the assistant. ‘‘Something for yourself?” 

“No; I’m thinking of getting something for my girl. Got any. 
thing for about a sovereign ?”’ 

“Yes; I can give you a plain ring at that price. Here is some. 


thing very neat.” 

“T guess that would fit her all right. Can I have something 
engraved on it?” 

“Of course—what is it?” 

‘Well, I want you to put on it: ‘From Thomas J. to Helen H., 


who is not only the best-looking, but the smartest girl in the north 
of London. My love will never, never grow cold, and should death 
overtake me, my last thought would be of you. Be good and youl! 
be happy, and please accept this as a token of love.’ That’s what I 


want you to put on it.” 
‘Good gracious! but you can’t get all that on a ring,” exclaimed 


the shopman. 

‘‘ Must have it, or I don’t want the ring,” was the firm reply. 

“But the usual way is simply to engrave ‘T. to H.,’ with the 
date after it.’’ 

“The usual way may be all right with some girls, but it won't 
work with mine. What she wants is sentiment—heaps of senti- 
ment. So you can’t get iton?” 

“ Couldn’t possibly do it. You’d want a surface as Jarge as your 
hand to get that on.” 

“Say!” exclaimed the young man, after a moment of reflection, 
“T haveit! I’ll buy hera silver belt-buckle instead of a ring, and 
I’ll have ’em put on all I said, and add toit: ‘You are never 
absent from my thoughts, and a vision of your dear face rises up 
before me a thousand times a day. Be true—be true! Virtue is its 
own reward, and your mother can live with us after we’re married. 


No more at present. Good-bye.’ ”’ 














And Probably She Did. 


Ir was on a Thames steamboat, sun shining, air crisp. Every 
seat was occupied. Each passenger felt the influence and prepared 
for an enjoyable trip, when she appeared, dragging by the hand a 
screaming child. There she stood, glowering. The mild lady 
suggested the child might bein pain. The old bachelor muttered 
that the people who would have children should keep them at home. 
Low-voiced but distinct imprecations were now rife. One passenger 
wanted to get off the boat but could not. 


She took not the slightest heed of the muttering or the bawling, 
which were now at the highest pitch, till the suggestion that oil of 
birch would do it good was offered. Then she rose, as it were, and 
giving the child a vigorous shake, said :— 


‘Ethel, cry as you want to. I’ve paid your fare.” 








English Linguist (to French friend).—** O! reservoir.” 
French Linguist (to English friend).—*O! tanko.”’ 


George (hesitating).—‘ But, darling, if we elope, will your parents 
ever forgive us?” 
Ethel.—“ Yes, dear, if we’re not too long about it.” 


Tom (gloomily).—“ I tell you, Charlie, this is a hard, hard 
world.” ' 

Charlie (interestedly).—‘* So you have bought a bicycle, too, have 
you ?” 


A GENTLEMAN from London visiting Scotland, having heard that 
& man residing in the district where hé had put up had just com- 
pleted the 100th year of his age, and being anxious to see the 
centenarian, paid him a visit. In the course of conversation the 
Cockney congratulated the old man on the healthy appearance he 
had at his time of life, “ but,’ says he, ‘‘ I presume you do not 
expect to see another hundred years?” 

“I’m no very sure aboot that. You must mind I’m a heap 
stronger the noo than whin I started wi’ the first hunner,”’ was the 
old man’s reply. 
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NOW READY. 


ALMANAC. 





PRICE TWOPENCE. 








Pictures by the Best Artists. 
Wit and Humour by the Best Writers. 
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